SOME LETTERS OF
So far I have had little time and no inclination for study, but under the sedative influence of German beer and German beauties I hope to get my pulses down to a pace where grinding will be a delirious adventure. We have been in Paris now seven weeks and I have learned this dainty Sodom tolerably well, I flatter myself. I dare say your fingers are reaching instinctively after your blue pencil, to put the mark of eternal damnation on my adjective. But I insist on dainty. After three or four nights spent with "les gens qui s'amusent" in some of the places where a fortunate acquaintance with a French officer gave me entrance, I am sure that never in the history of man was the scarlet robe so delicately woven or of so gossamer a texture. I send a piece of verse — for which, I fear, your blue pencil will have the same horrible affinity. Read it yourself first and let not mercy season justice. If it is printed I should like to have a proof if possible. . . .
WILL. To Robert Morss Lovett
[DRESDEN: April u, 1893.} DEAR ROBERT:
I was overjoyed to find a letter from you waiting for me in Dresden, doubly so as I had had no
6inistration. He believes that through them alone is spirituality realized, or realizable.
